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When daily we mould that self of ours,
then we see everywhere not death but
deathlessness, not life as a process in
many selves, but only the life of One Self.
So watching, living, we become tfc one with
death," and when death comes to us to
take away this body of ours, he finds we
had renounced it long ago. Having become
one with death, there is no t( body" in
which any self of ours dwells, for death to
call his own.

All these wonders and glories are his
who cares, even now, to become " one with
death ". To put on, for even one moment,
the robe of Immortality is for him there-
after to hunger and pine for what men
ignorantly call death, the end, but which
he knows is the true beginning. How may
one who has sensed life's true beginning
describe it to those who are not yet tired
of the heavy weight of their mortality ?
For such is the Maya which fetters us,
that we hug our chains and think we are
free. We think our embodied existence
has a meaning, when in truth all it can
utter is broken words.